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By ELI D. AKE,
IBONTON, : ;  MISSOURL!

SCIENCE.

In the good times that are coming,
When we breathe in Liquid Alr,
When we bathe In Gaseous Water
And on Liquid Solids fare;
When we're halrless and we're toothless—
(Perhaps Arm and Leg-less, too,
For we're attaining Sclence
As we never used to doh
Will we take our funless pleasures
With profound and joyous mirth,
As befits the new discovery
Of a Insting, deathless birth?

When we've conquered all the microbes
That at present make us squirm—
When no more we fear the Smallpox

Nor the Typhold Fever Germ—
When the dreaded Hydrophobia
Can no more hence take our pup—
When all care and pain and trouble
Are by Selence swallowed up—
When we read our newsless papers,
Printed clear with Inkless type,
Wil we weep for bygone pleasures
As our tearless eyes we wipe?

When with wireless telegraphy
We can girdie this old globe,

Ang with microscopeless eyvesight
Nature's Inmost secrets probe;

‘When our steamboats are all steamless
And we navigate with wings,

When our gold is manufactured
From base metals and such things,

When we warm our soulless bodies
By our cheerful coalless fires,

Will the same old heartless methods
Accomplish our desires?

—H.Poft Dickinson, in Chicago Evening
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LUCIIL.E.

An Incident of the Commune.

BY HAROLD SPENDER.

i.

T was May 23, 1870.

The Commune was fighting for
its life.

All down the boulevards, desolation;
in the Champs Elysees, desolation:
in the Place de la Concorde, desola-
tion.

In the midst of the desolation, dark,
silent objects lay scattered about in
the sunlight. They were corpses.

At the end of the lomg empty
streets strange, unwonted obstacles
barred the way, and made blotches of
shade. They were barracades.

Behind them crouched little groups
of men, either firing or making ready
to fire.

Crowds in a desert.
midst of silence,

Butasthe morning wore on, the noise
grew. Across the great stretches of
vacant city, blinking in the heat, the
great guns of Valerien and Montmar-
tre thundered.

Down below in the streets one stand-
ing on a watch-tower could have seen
far over the house-tops, little bursts
of white smoke, followed by sputters
of sound. Or, if he had gone down
into the street, he would have seen
men running rapidly in twos or
threes, across the silent, empty
spaces. And as they ran, spurts of
smoke would come from the windows,
from the house-tops, from the very
chimney-pots.

Perhaps one or two might fall and
lie there still—or, worse, struggling—
in the sunlight. Dut others would
come on, and then the street would
grow thick with them. They were
the Versaillais.

They would disappear into the
houses, and reappear dragging men
between them.

Then more rifle-shots would ring
out, and the men would fall and be
silent. For they were Communards.

* * - * L 3 *

The fighting had reached the Rue
de Verneuil, close to the Boulevard
St. Germain. In all the surrounding
streets men were fighting and dying;
and a fearful din arose, making day
hideous.

And yet within those houses life
was being lived: and in each of the lit-
tle flats of which the street was com-
posed there was some little crisis of
life being decided through these dread-
ful hours.

The siege and the Commune be-
tween them had left some strange
tragedies.

In one flat, for instance, lived a girl,
little more than 20, and yet now quite
alone, except for one faithful servant.

Laueile Simon had lost her father in
an early battle of the war, her broth-
er on the Loire, and her mother by a
chance shell in the siege. She alone
was left, and now, when the Com-
mune came, she had not the spirit
to fly, but had stayed on from a curi-
ous apathy. Her old servant—a dear
old woman attached to the family for
many years—stayed too.

From her window Lucile had seen
terrible things during that morning.
She had seen shells from Mont Vale-
rien fall in the street, wrecking

" houses, maiming innocent men; then
she had seen the fierce fight for the
barricade at the end of the street,
whiech filled the air with noise and
smoke, among which men slew and
were slain; and now she awaited the
end.

For the human hunt was afoot.

The street resounded with the

«trampof armed men. Doors wererough-
ly broken open; there were the shouts
and cries of angry men, the screams
of women, and the wailing of chil-
dren. Men were dragged out, and
slain in the streets in cold blood. No
one was safe. You might die for a
glance of pity. .

“0Open your shutters and close your
windows!” was the ery of the troops
in the street, born of long experience
of the use of shutters in sharpshoot-
ing; and now Lucile had just returned
from the fearful task of obedience,
while a soldier below covered her all
the time with his rifle, as if half in-
clined to fire. For even the sacredness
of sex had gone.

She had just left the window, and
now sat crouching ho‘m' thﬂf:’::‘i{

her fingers in her ears u
:fxte’thodinofduth. But suddenly a
noise began which penetrated any

Noise in the

such barriers.
Knock! Knock! Knock! Some-
one was striking the door of the flat

with the strength of despair.
Lucile sat up, listened eagerly, but

was she .to do? She might

well reluctant to open the door
fea} It seemed like

EKnock! Enoek! The sound grew
louder apd louder. But there was no
threatening in that knock. It was
the last appeal of some hunted man—
a final effort for life.

And as she listened it grew upomn
Lucile that she must open to it. There
was no other course, as long as pity
was stronger than fear.

But still terror gripped her heart
and brain as she groped her way out
into the passage, and, then, with
hand on the bolt, stood listening.

“Who’s there?” she gasped.

“I—Lieut. Armand. For the sake
of God, let me in!"

She hesitated no longer.
the bolt.

The soldier must have been leaning
against the door, for he almost fell
into the passage, breathless, dust-
stained, bloody. He leant against
the wall, and stood looking at her,
with short, sharp gasps of breathing.

He saw her eyes wander to his nni-
form, and then stop with a little ar-
rest of horror.

She almost
nard?”

His reply was like a ery of pain.

“No—no! a thousand times no. I
am an officer of the Line. I lay wound-
ed in Paris. They seized me; made me
wear it: T eould not get away in
time. And now I am hunfed; pursued
by my own men: they are at the end
of the street; if they find me, they
will shoot me, ay, and God forgive
me, yvou too.”

Lucile realized the zituation in a
moment. He~ was a refractaire—one
of those unhappy men who were in
the dreadful position of being left in
Paris after the outbreak of the Com-
mune. They had to fight whether they
liked it or not; many of them joined
the fighting in the hope of going
over. But the blood feud was now
too fierce for that. No quarter was
the order of the day, and they were
in deadly peril of dying for less than
nothing.

Lucile became calm in a moment.
It was the effect of immediate, press-
ing danger.

“Then yor must hide,”
simply.

He nodded.

Without an#ther word they turned
to the practical problem of conceal-
ment. Hiding always seems to us an
easy thing; but that is probably a fal-
lacious memory of childhood. To hide
a full-grown man in a small Parisian
flat is no easy matter. After a few
minutes’ search they had almost giv-
en it up as impossible.

In vain they hunted through the
rooms and passages. There was no
recess or alcove which would have
hidden him even for a few moments
from the eyes of a hunting soldiery.

At last they found themselves again
in the passage.

“It is of no use,” he said, “I must
go.”

At that moment on their straining
ears fell the measured tramp of sol-
diers ascending the stairs. To leave
the flat would be instant death.

But Armand did not hesitate.
finger was on the bolt.

“I must go,” he said again; “it will
save you!”

Lucile had been standing very still,
as if thinking hard. A strange flush
rose and spread over her pale face,
and she looked at Armand as if in
fear. Then suddenly she seemed to
make a resolve. She spoke quickly.

“Follow me—say nothing—do as I
tell you.”

He followed, silent and wonderng,
down the passage to her own room.

At the door he hesitated for a mo-
ment. .

“Come,” she cried.
not a moment to spare.’

And indeed the soldiers’ blows fell
on the door mow, heavy and fast, as
if they would break it down.

He entered the room.

“And now,"” she said,
hide here.”

He looked round and moved toward
a cupboard in the far corner.

*No," she cried, stamping her foot
imperiously, “there.”

And she pointed to the bed.

He leant down to cereep underneath.

“No,”” she s=said, stamping again,
*there—under the counterpane—on
the bed.”

Again came the knocks from with-
out, clamatory, indignant, not to be
denied.

O-Bu ”

“Not a word.”

She flashed at him like a lioness at
bay.

And then, obediently, like a tired
child, he crept under the counterpane
and lay still.

And then she heaped the clothes
over him until not a trace of his form
was visible.

* - » - * »

The officer who had knocked so
loudly was a little disconecerted when
the door was opened at last by a
pretty young woman, tastefully
dressed in mourning, calm and eol-
lected in manner, and with a rather
fine air of surprise,

He became suddenly conscious of
the fact that he was in an unreason-
able state of fury, and that both he
and his men were very dirty, angry
and unkempt.

She drew

cried out—*“A Commau-

she said

His

“Quick! there is

“you must

He fell back instinetively and doffed.

his kepis to the lady. Dut when there
came to his mind the story of the pe-
troleuses, and the horrible fate of one
of his comrades, who had been shot
the day before by a fashionably-
dressed young woman who held him
in converse, and his face hardened
again. In this sort of war even wo-
men were not to be trusted.

“To what do I owe the honor of
this visit?" asked Lucile at last, scan-
ing the ragged and dust-stained group
of soldiers. She spoke with hauteur.

“Pardon, Mademoisselle,” said the
young lieutenant, “but it is my pain-
ful duty to demand an entrance in
the name of the republic. We have
reason to think that a traitor has
taken refuge here.”

“Here?” she said with a little scorn-
ful laugh. “And do you think, Mon-
sieur, that I should be ignorant as to
who is in my house? You have

strange notions of housekeeping,
Monsieur.”
“I am sorry, Mademoisselle,” he

said, now with a hard military man-
ner, “but he fled np this staircase, and
as we have searched all the other
flats without finding him we ars
forced to conclude that he is here.”
It seemed to Lucile, who had kept
& very cool head through this collo-

quy, beiter to admit him before anger
arose between them.

“Well, Monsieur, you bring argu-
ments which a mere woman cannot
resist. Bring your soldiers in, but I
must ask you to respect the sanctity
of a woman's abode.”

“Yes, Mademoisselle,” said the lieu-
tenant, with a bow, “we shall respect
it—as long as she respects it her-
self.”

Then began the search. Through
the rooms the soldiers went, in all
the hurry and ruthlessness of actual
war, searching, probing, overtnrning,
emptying the contents of cupboards
and drawers, ripping up cushions,
tossing aside chairs, tables, orna-
ments, with unsparing thoroughness,
breaking '.zks and hinges wherever
they stood in the way.

Lucile looked omn in proud, silent
horror. She almost forgot the human
peril in the anguish of that destruc-
tion. To see this ruin of all her treas-
ures; this ruthless, indiscriminate
waste of beauty; this loveless ravage
of all she loved, brought her a pain
almost as bitter as that oOf actual |
death or wounds, She bit her lip to
resirain the tears.

Eut she was suddenly brought back
to the real peril.

For the soldiers had finished their
search through all the rooms opened |
to them, and now they stood at a |
pause amid the wreck they had cre- |
ated. Lucile noticed a curious glare
in their eyes, as of beasts balked of
their prey.

The lieutenant came up to her and
saluted.

“I am profoundly sorry, Mademoi-
selle, but 1 must ask leave to search
the bedrooms.”

Lucile sprang back as if she had
been stung.

“Insolent!”™ she cried. “Not content
with this savage destruction, you put
this insult on a Jonely woman!™

The lieutenant was annoyed and |
abashed, and for a moment he hesitat-
ed,

Eut then came back the memory
of the woman’s treachery to his com-
rade, and his annoyance now took the
form of obstinacy and sulkiness.

“A thousand regrets, Mademoi-
selle,” he growled, fumbling with his
sword, “but time presses; my men
are wanted for other service; if you
do not give me leave, T must take it.”

“Take it then,” she retorted, “yon
will find a room omn your left where
you will have the pleasure of disturb-
ing my servant from her first sleep |
for many nights. When you have vis-
ited her, you will then take the pleas-
ure of an uninvited visit to my room.”

But the old servant was still sleep-
ing the deep sleep of utter weariness,
and even the searching soldiery did |
nct disturb her. Perluips tha s'ghr of
the lined, tired face of the old woman
had some soothing effect on them,
for they moved more gently through
her room, and seemed less thorough
in their search.

Luecile stood at the door and waited.
The lieutenant stood rather sheepish-
ly in the middle of the room, shifting
from one foot to another, now rather
ashamed of his task.

“That will do,” he said at last
grufily to his men, and then, turning
to Lucile,

“Pardon, Mademoiselle, we are sat-
isfied as to this room.”

“Thank you, Monsieur. Perhaps,
for the other, I had better lead the
way."

In spite of herself, her heart was
now beating painfully. Before her
were the closed hands of fate—life
and honor in the one; shame and
death in the other. Which would be |
opened ?

She stood at the door of her room
to let the soldiers pass. Then she
waftched in silence.

The lieutenant was now a little hur-
ried and embarrassed.

“Gently, gently,” he growled to his
men, as they began to push the fur-
niture roughly aside. *“Two will do
this—you, Jean and Jules—the
rest go out. Now, search the cup-
board.”

The cupboard was thoroughly ran-
sacked, but, of course, with no result,

The area of search gradually nar-
rowed. They were nearing the bed.
Lucile held her breath.

She glaneed at the counterpane.
Fortunately, a heavy old-faghioned
canopy hid the upper part of the bed.
Lut so cunningly were the clothes
heaped that she herself could see no |
sign of life or movement. '

The lieutenant, now thoroughly em-
barrassed and anxious to get through
with the task, turned his back on the
bed and twirled his moustache impa-
tiently. “Quick, quick,” he said.

Jean, the elder of the two soldiers,
saluted.

“All searched, lieutenant,
the bed. Shall I look at it?”

“No, vou fool,” said the lieuntehant
angrily. The sergeant saluted again.

The lieutenant stamped his foot.

“Stay, you ecan look under it, but
be quick, for heaven’s sake!”

Jean stumbled across and looked
underneath. He looked quickly and
cursorily. Then he returned to the
officer and saluted once more.

“Nothing there, lieutenant.”

“Then go. March!™ he eried.

“ My deep regrets, Mademoiselle,
for ihe performance of so unpleasant
a duty.”

She nodded casually.

The room seemed to swim around
her, She heard the tramp—tramp—
of the soldiers in the passage; the
slamming of the door sounded faintly
in the distance: and then—and then—
all seemed to go.

& » * » * L 2

When she awoke again to conscious-
ness, she found herself seated in the
easy chair where she so often rested.
She was seated as if she had been
placed there by some tender hand. By
her side was an empty glass, as if
someone had given her water.

She started up, as the full recollee-
tion of the situation came back to her.
She looked round. No one was there.

She looked at the bed. The clothes
were thrown back, as if by a hasty
hand. But it was empty.

There was only one sign of recent

for

except

On the toilet table by the window,
lay a cap—a soldier’s cap—the cep of
a Communard.

Flung carelessly down by Armand,
-there it had lain all through the sol
diers’ search.

She seized it nervously, and then,
with a furtive glance at the door, she

kissed it.—Cassell’s Magazine. '

TO LEARN HER AGE.

How One Can, Withount Giving Aay
Offense, Induce a Lady te Tell
How 0ld She Is.

I1 Mondo Che Ride, an Italian jour-
nal, recently offered prizes for the
best three answers to the following
qlll‘?‘lllﬂlri:

“How can one, without givingany of-
fenes, induce a lady to tell her age?”

Answers poured in by hundreds, and
finally the prizes were awarded.

“Go to the lady,” says the winner of
the first prize, “and =ay to her: ‘Mad-
ame., I dreamed last night that you
and I could win a large prize at the
lottery by playing a8 number corre-
sponding to our ages, and, therefore,
if you will just tell me your age, I will
go at once and buy the ticket.' The
asumption is that a desire to win the
moeney will impel the lady to comply
at once with the request.

“Ask the lady,” says the winner of
the second prize, “how long she has
been married, and, after she has re-
plied, express great astonishment and
exclaim: ‘Mon Dieu! you must have
been a mere child at that time.
old were yo. then,atanyrate?"” From
ber two answers the lady’s age can
be ascertained without arousing any
suspicion on her part.

“Ask the lady.” says the winner of
the third prize, “*how many years
younger she is than her husband. This
is an everyday question, and the
chances are

rectly., Then find out the husband's
age, which ean easily be done, and by
working out a little sum in arithmeiic
you can easily solve the problem.”

A COVERED DUSTPAN.

| When the Lid Is Down the Contents

Cannot Escape, Snys its
Inventor,

Occasionally after dirt has been
brushed into a dustpan it gets out
acain before it ought to. An article
of this eclass has been devised, how-
ever, which is windproof. The San
Diego (Cal.) Sun says: *“It may be
safely carried from room to room, or
through hallwayvs outdoors to be
emptied without the danger of the
dust flying into one’s eyes, or on the
floor again, only to be swept up
again. When sweeping is being done

THE LATEST IN DUSTPANS.

the lid is held back out of the way

| by catching tHe hook into the handle,
which is auntomatieally released when |

so desired. The dusipan may be
epened or closed and held in position
by the foot. Thus the operator can
stand in an erect position and can
use bothk hands for manipulating the
broom. The lid also serves as a re-
enforcement to the pan, thus making
it stronger and more durable. The
inventor of this, ‘the covered dust-
an,” iz Alfred Olson, San Diego, Cal.”

MANAGING THE HAIR.

Most Important Part of the Task Is
to Keep the Sealp in Good
Condition,

Hair oils of every kind and all prep-
arations for the hair are unnecessary

so long as the sealp is in a healthy |

condition. Brush the hair daily with

a =tiff brush, and, if the hair bhas
encuzh natural oil to permit, wash it
once in two weeks with clear cold wa-

ter. A litile white castile soap may
be used oecasionally, but if it is mixed
with 90 per cent. aleohol it will be less
injurious to the head than when it is
applied alone with water.

The falling out of the hair is caused
by fever or a severe derangement of
the health. It is checked by improve-
ment in the health and by applying
loeval remedies. An excellent lotion
for the scalp is made of two drachms
of tineture of cantharides, six
drachms of rosemary and 11 cunces of
elderflower water. Apply a little once
or twice a day after brushing the scalp
briskly with a stiff brush until it is
in a glow. When the hair is short
it is an excellent plant to dip the head
in cold water night and morning, and,
after thoroughly drying the hair,
brush it quickly and well for five min-
utes,

An excellent hair wash, when a hair
wiush is needed, consists of =even
ounces of rosewater. one ounee of aro-
matie spirits of ammonia, one and a
half drachms of tineturs of cantha-
rides and half an ounce of glycerin.
Shake and mix the mixture well in a

| bottle, and apply it to the sealp with

an old toothbrash.—N. Y. Tribune.

Milk Increases Weight,
If milk does not disagree with one
a quart or more a day will help im-

mensely in the work of getting fat. It |

should be sipped rather slowly, as it
turns into curds the moment it reaches
the gastric juices of the stomach, and
when a large quantity is swallowed at
once the large mass formed is not
quickly digested. A tablespoonful of
lime-water in a glass of milk will nen-
tralize its bilious properties.

Death Germs in Pin Heads.

The swallowing of a pin is less to
be dreaded than the contagion thatl
may lurkabout the pin. Under its head
and about the point of a pencil a whole
multitude of disease germs may lurk,
which, being given entrance to the
mouth, from there soon infect the
whole body, thus causing illness, or
perhaps even death.

Her Natural Expression,
She—1 positively look silly in that
photograph.
He—I suppose the photographer
asked you to look natural, didn't he?
~—Yonkers Statesmaun.

How |

a thousand to one that |
she will answer it promptly and cor- |

WOMAN EXPLAINED.
Pithy and Piguant Maxims of an Afe

rican Who Has Had Fifty- -
Five Wivea,

‘Who shall bée considered qualified to
speak with wisdom on the subjeet of
women if it is not he who bas had
33 wives.

ObendagaisaSenegalese chief whose
spouses have numbered precisely two
score and fifteen. Obendaga has
studied all of them. He'  be-
lieves he knows something of wom-
ankind. What he knows has crystal-
lized into maxims of great pith and
piquancy. Here are some of them:

“Wives are like weeds, sometimes;
unless you choke them they choks

|
!
|
| THE SENEGALEBSE PHILOSOPHER.

| you; unless you cut them off they poi-
son you.

{  “When a woman smiles and keeps
her teéth shut, marry her for a colula
who can bite when she laughs.

“When a woman weeps pat
once; if she still weeps, beat
| twice.

“If you do not like a woman’s ear
cut it off; she will hear no less and
may look more beautiful.

“Despise not all women built like
cocoanut trees; in every forest must
be some cocoanut trees.
| *A yellow woman is like muddy wa-
ter, fit only for cooking,

“Why kiss? It is like patiing a
sugar tree.

“When you want a woman take her
|if you can; if you cannot, make her
feel her loss.

*Be condescending always to a
wife; they like it. Cocoanuts grow
simply to fall and lie around at the
foot of the tree. A man with many
wives is a cocoanut tree with much
fallen fruit.

“A woman fights with glances; a
man with spears. Some glances are
sharper than some spears.

“If there is trouble in your huts
shift the women; women must live
together a wweek before they fight.

“Some wives nurse grievances like
children and love them full as well;
see that such wives have a family of
grievances.

“One wife is as if the clock always
| marked high noon; there are other
| hours on the clock.

“One wife is like one meal every
day, and that one meal always boya-
da, the same food; the stomach will
not stand it.

“Slap some, pinch others, never pat
them unless to save a word.

“Talk little to women; listen much.
They talk for many and listen for
few.

“Better to have a woman fear you
than to think she can wave a doga
to a lover behind your back. A wom-
an admires a lion that will eat her
more than a monkey that will ehatter
for her peanuts.

*The wink is not known in Senegal;
we do not blink at the sun or at =ach
other. What we see, we see. What is,
we see; what is not, other countries
can wink at.

“Fifty-five wives are like a long
journey. When the traveler wearies
he ecan rest by the wayside in the
moonlight.

“The less clothes a wife wears the
more she has to hide in her head if
she would keep it from youn. Clothes
are foolish; tattooing is far more or-
namental and does not chafe. Tail-
ors are like monkeys’ tails, good only
for hanging.

“What is art? I never saw it before
I came here. In Senegal art as I see
it in this country would be for a mon-
key to hang by its tail in a cocoanut
tree and make all tribes believe it was
a man in high suspense.

“Wives are useful, particularly if
you smoke. ILet their teeth be good;
it means better snuff.

“Marry much. Do not take it seri-
ously. Often bad wives make good
widows. It is hard to be the widower
of a good widow.

“When the cooks spoil the broth
in our land we put them in the pot
to make more. It solves the question
of food.

“Many women would rather be one
of 55 wives than one of none.”

CHINAMAN GAVE UP HIS SEAT.

A Heathen’'s Courtesy te a Tired
Woman While Christians Re~
mained Sented.

her
her

A Tolumbia avenue ear, with a gocd
crowd aboard, was wending its way
up Ninth street late one Saturday
evening. Only a few of the gentler
sex were on the car and these had
scats. Among the seated passengers
weré two severe-looking elergymen,
several prosperous business men and
a docile Chinaman who earried a large
bundle on his knees.

At Arch street a middle-aged woman
who earried a small valise got on the
car. It jolted along and the slender,
tired-looking woman glanced around
appealingly for a seat. Shestood close
to where the two ministers sat and
her face wore an sxpression of pain
as the car rattled along and she
clutehed nervously at the hand-strap.

holding his heavy bundle with his left
hand, tapped the woman with his
right hand gently and motioned her
to the seat he had vacated. She ac-
heepted the favor with a smile and a
gracious “Thank you, sir.”

All the men seated in the car starefl
at each other as if each of them had
received a rebuke.

“That Chinee is all right,” remarked
the conductor, according to the Phil-
adelphia Record. “He's a good sam
ple of those supposed barbarians we

are endeavoring so hard to civilize,”

The Chinaman rose from his seat, and, |

in San:Francisco Bay—The San
Rafael Sunk

San Francisco, Dec. 2.—So far as

lives were lost in the collision be-
tween the ferryboats San Rafael and
Sausalito. Those drowned were W.
G. Crandall, secretary of the Long
sirup works; George Tredway,a wait~
er on the San Rafael, and a three-
year-old son of Mrs. Waller, of Ross
Valley. The body of Crandall was
washed ashore at Andel island yes-
terday.

In the panic that followed after
the boats collided, about twenty pas-
sengers were more or less injured. A
great many were cut when crawling
through the cabin windows.

Mrs. Waller, of Ross Valley, was on
the San Rafael with her two little
children, a boy and a girl. The girl,
Ruth, was safely carried from the
San Rafael te the Sausalito by Will-
iam Boyd, of the North Pacific Coast
Railroad Co., when the steamers were
locked together. Mrs. Waller had
the little boy in her arms and was
following Boyd to safety when the
sinking steamer gave a sudden lurch
and the little fellow was thrown from
her arms. The mother cried fran-
tically for some one to rescue the
boy, but it could not be done and he
sank out of sight of his mother.

Tredway was pinioned by the splin-
tered timbers when the Sausalito
struck, and after some difficulty was
extricated. He was hurried to the
upper deck of the injured vessel, and
that was the last seen of him, ac-
cording to the suvivors.

If there were more than three per-

several days. No other persons are
reported missing.

At least two hundred people were
on the San Rafael. After the boats
struck the Sausalito was drawn
up alongside the BSan Rafael.
It was 15 minutes at least before
the vessel went down. This gave am-
ple time to transfer the most of the
passengers.

Capt. McKenzie of the San Rafael
says the fog was as dense as he had
ever seen it on the bay, which he has
been navigating since 18490,

James S. MeCue, the -well-known
horseman and old-time cireus man,
who lives at Corte Madera, was prob-
ably the most seriously injured of the
survivors

FIVE LIVES SACRIFICED.

Mother and Four Children Burned to Death
in Their Home Near Al-
toona, Pa.

Altoona, Pa., Dec. 2.—Five persons,
& mother and her four children, were
burned to death at Gwayn station, on
the Wopsono creek railway, three
miles north of the city early yester-
day. The husband escaped with se-
vere injuries.

The dead are:

Mrs. Mary C. Burke, 42 years of
age.

Adam G. Burke, 16.

Mary E. Burke, 13.

Johanna Burke, 11.

Joseph Vietor Burke, 8 years.

Carl W. Burke, the husband is se-
riously burned about the back.

Mrs. Burke and the children, save
Adam, retired at the usual hour Sat-
urday night. Mr. Burke, who was
in Altoona, did not get home until
late. The lamp was burning in the
kitchen for him. Before he went up
stairs he turned it low. A lunch was
left on the kitchen table for Adam,
who was a stage hand at the Altoona
opera housge., It is not known what
time he came home.

Mrs. Burke was awakened by a
dense smoke in her room. She awoke
her husband, who found the kitchen
abuaze. Burke’s clothing was ignited,
but he rolled in the snow to extia-
guish the flames. He then summoned
the assistance of neighbors, but when
they arrived there was no hope of
saving the house or rescuing the in-
mates. Burke was sent away to the
hospital crazed with grief. The house
was soon consumed and the bodies,
charred and blackened, were recov-
ered. One corpse could not be distin-
guished from the other. The general
opinion is that Adam forgot to ex-
tinguish the light in the lamp when
he retired and that the lamp was in
some way upset, possibly by the fam-
fiy dog.

FOUND GUILTY OF MURDER.

Twenty Years in the FPenifentiary
for Poisoning a Patient at the
Inastigation of Others.
Jacksonville, Il1l., Dec. 2.—The jury
In the case of William Webb Fergu-
son, charged with the murder of Dr.
J. L. Barnes, of Monticello, by poi-
soning the doctor in Central hospital
for the insane, Jacksonville, last May,
at the alleged instigation of Mrs.
Mamie Barnes, of Quincy, the doe-
tor's wife, and Mrs. McWilliams, the
mother of Mrs. Barnes, returned a
verdict early, yesterday, after being
out seven hours, finding Ferguson
guilty of murder and fixing the term
of punishment at 20 years in the pen-

itentiary.

Mother Roasted Her Babe,
Sioux City, Ia., Dee. 1.—Mrs. J.
Fred Meyers, living five miles from
Correctionville, wrapped her five-
months-old baby in a blanket, put her
in the oven of the kitchen stove to
keep warm and went out in the yard
to gather fuel. When, half an hour
later, she returned, the fire in the
stove had blazed up and the room was
filled with smoke. Rushing to the
oven, she found the blanket and
clothes in flames. The baby was dead
and its arms and legs burned to 8

erisp.

The Switchmen’s Strike.
tle change in the switchmen's strike.
The situation is steadily improving on
the roads and by the first of next

can be as yet determined only three
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COLLIDED DURING A FOG.
Three Lives Lost as & Eesult of a Colllslon | g+

sons drowned it will not beknownfor |

e

of the local Transvasl league, and

applauded the anti-British sentimen J‘

gressman J. J. Lentz, of Ohio.

Resolutions denouncing the policy
of this goverhiment in allowing the
exportation of horses and mules to
the British in South Africa; denounc-
ing the detention In reconcentrado
camps of Beer women and children
and extending sympathy to the Boers
now in the field, were unanimously
adopted and will be sent to President
Roasevelt, with the reguest that he
offer the friendly mediation of this
country to the combatanis.

Commandant Krige said:

“The British must now fight to the
end, for if they give in the people
in Little India will say that they are
tired of British rule and want their
independence. Australia will be next
to demand her liberty, and I believe
now that the Boers' fight for free-
dom is but the steppingsione to the
freedom of the other British colonies.
As sure as the Sonth Afriean war
killed the great old queen, just so
surely will the South African war
sound the death knell of the British
empire.”

GROWING TIRED OF WAR.

Signs that the Burghers Will Soon
Sue for Peace or an Armistice
—Suppiles Aunning Low,

London, Dec. 1.—A dispatch to the
Morning Post from Brussels says
it is rumnored there that negotiations
are about to be opened between tha
belligerents in South Africa for eitn-
er peace or an armistice,

It appears to be certain that the
Boers are tired of the war, and the
latest news from South Africa re-
ceived by Mr. Kruger is said to show
an increasing want of ammunition,
arms and provisions on the part of
the burghers.

It is not impossible, according to
the Post’s correspondent, that nego-
tiations will be seriously entered up-
on before the end of the year.

A cablegram from De Aar, Cape
Colony, states that on Wednesday
last 30 Boers attempted to cross the
railway between Mafeking and Vry-
burg. An armored train arrived and
a skirmish took plaee, in which five
Boers were killed and a number
wounded. On Friday night 40 burgh-
ers succeeded in crossing the railway
near Potfontein, going west.

WILL STAND BY THEIR GUNS.

Cape Colony Will Do Her Whole
Duty While the Boer Up-
rising Continues. '
Cape Town, Dec. 2.—Sir Gordon
Sprigg, prime minister of Cape Col-
ony, during the course of a speech
at a banquet, said Cape Colony was
maintaining in the cape an armp
numbering 18,000 men, the bulk of
whom were mounted, and that these
numbers were increasing weekly. It
was a great strain on the treasury,
soid the prime minister, but the eol-
ony was prepared to bear it as long
as necessary. The rebels were being
gradually worn down and the pros-
pect was not discouraging.

STARTLING ACCUSATIONS.

Schism in the Macedonian Camp-
Bulgarian Officials in
n Quandary.

Sofia, Dec. 2.—M. Mihilowsky, pres-
ident of the Macedonian committee,
recently made a speech at Varna, in
Bulgaria, in which he denounced M.
Saratof, former president of the com-
mittee and the Macedonians as agi-
tators, murderers and blackmailers.
Among other erimes he accused them
of kidnaping Miss Ellen M. Stone, the
American missionary.

The Macedonians of Sofila held anm

indignation meeting here yesterday.
Violent speeches were made de~
nounecing M. Mihilowsky, and in which
M. Saratof was eulogized as the hero
of Macedonian youth. This ineident
is important as demonstrating® the
schism in the Macedonian camp.
. Reports rececived here yesterday
from Dubnitza announce increased
vigilance on the part of the authori-
tles and the police of that

Bulgarian official circles are evi-
dently much impressed by the men-
acing attitude of the United States
government in the Stone affair. They
declare, however, that they are un-
able to do any more in the matter
than they have done already.

A Successfnl Experiment.
Muskegon, Mich., Dee, 2~Capt.
R. D. Mayo, who left Chicago Satur-
day afternoon in his life-savimg de-
vice, arrived safely at Grand Hiven
at tem o'clock yesterday morning.
The voyage was made without acei-
dent, although a strong sea was en-
countered. :

CHINESE EXCLUSION LAW.

The Chinese Preparing io Make o
Vigorous Fight Agninst Iis
Re-Enactment.

San Francisco, Dec. 1.—The Chinese
are preparing to make a vigorous
fight against the re-enactment of the
exclusion law. A proclamation has
panies requiring every Chinese in the
United States to contribute at once
the sum of one dollar, the fund thus
raised to be used in the effort to de-
feat exclusion. : ;

ing in Light Guard armory hall yes-
terday afternoon under the auspices;

of Commandant Jan Krige, who
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